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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

GIRL WITH THE CAMELIA SMILE 

Eyes — 

Little vanity mirrors 
From Damascus. 
Her hair — 

Is a packet of love-letters 
Burned to a crisp — on the Sunday 
Morning — of a sad young man. 
Gowned one way — a maple leaf 
Bitten with frost-lips — 
Whisked from the last boughs 

Of October. 
The last wild leaf fierce with autumnal ecstasies. 

He Was one wind who danced with her — 
The sad young Sunday-morning man. 
He had seen her — gathering — 

Shell-flowers 
On a brown sea's edge — 
Before the moon had withered. 



THE TOPAZ OF THE SIXTIES 

In the little tired spring, 

Weary with the years of bubbling, 

Deep down to where the gold sand comes to light 

Again, 
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I see wreaths and wreaths of smiles. 

"L'amour guand-meme!" — 

The gold bird in the cage exclaims. 

"L'amour guand-meme/" — reiterates the lark 

To the dahlias and the petunia buds 

In the garden. 

"L'amour — guand-meme/" 

Sings )the nightingale in the plum-boughs, 

Where the clematis shuts the window in 

With fragrant fringe. 

Once it was a precious stone — 
Long, long, ago. 



THE ASSES OUT-HOUSE 

Three flies lay sleeping 
In a cobweb shroud, 
Dreaming of molasses, of jam, 
And of heaps of offal. 

The fourth swung by his ear. 

He was a withering fokker 
On its last tail spin. 

His body was bluebottle; 
His wings were grey 
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